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and had searched in the till to make quite sure, but
it was not to be found. ' Who has been into the
parlour ? ' he asked. Frans thought that he had
noticed Stien passing by the glass door, but he
couldn't be certain. His brother sent him back to
the shop, where customers were waiting, and called
Srien. She came down with her duster in her hand.
Even before Werendonk spoke, she saw that he was
upset, and before she realised what was wrong, the
blood had rushed to her face. He asked if she had
been into the parlour just now, and she merely shook
her head. < Very well,5 he said, c then never mind.'
When she still waited and asked him what he wanted,
he answered that she must hunt for the note he had
lost here, because he had to go out; he couldn't
keep the people waiting. An hour later, while she
was laying the table, she said she had found nothing.
He noticed that her eyes were wet. She had to call
Floris down to dinner, and she came back to say
that he wasn't in his room. No one had seen him
go out.
That evening, towards twelve o'clock, when
Werendonk was sitting bent over his books deep in
thought, the door was softly opened, and Stien, in
her dressing-gown, with bare feet, came and stood
in front of him. c Oh, Werendonk/ she said almost
in a whisper, * I am so worried about Floris some-
times that I can't sleep.'
Suddenly she was silent and held her hand over